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with Yegor's dead eyes at their back. Suddenly she was
overwhelmed by a great pity for mankind. With a deep
sigh she quickened her pace, spurred on by some vague
impulse.

"I must hurry!" she thought, succumbing to the som-
bre but courageous force goading her from within.

XI

The mother spent the entire next day making arrange-
ments for the funeral. In the evening, when she and So-
pkia and Nikolai were having tea, Sasha appeared,
strangely lively and talkative. Her cheeks were flushed,
her eyes were shining merrily, and she seemed to be filled
with some joyful hope. Her mood intruded rudely into
the quiet sadness with which they had been talking about
Yegor. It did not adapt itself, it offended them, it was as
dazzling as a fire suddenly flaring up in darkness.

Nikolai thoughtfully tapped the table with his fingers.

"You aren't yourself today, Sasha," he said.

"Aren't I? Perhaps," she said with a happy little laugh.

The mother glanced at her in silent reproof.

"We were just speaking of Yegor Ivanovich," said
Sophia as a reminder.

"What a wonderful man he was," exclaimed Sasha.
"I never saw him without a smile on his face, and he
was always joking. And how he worked! He was an ar-
tist of revolution, a master of revolutionary thinking.
With what strength and simplicity he always drew his
pictures of violence and falsehood and injustice!"

She spoke quietly, smiling contemplatively, but this
smile could not quench the fire of exultation which all
could see, though none could comprehend.

They did not want Sasha's happy mood to take the
place of their melancholy, and they unconsciously defend-
ed their right to "indulge in grief by trying to make her
feel as they did.